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= NOTHER
—= eant, eh? queri-

ed Mr. Hosmer
Deering.

He swung
around im his

swivel chair.and
looked at the
bit of pasteboard
the elerk huand-
ed to him.

“The fourth, |

this morning,”

he commented. Show her in, Bol.™
Bob showed her into the roomy,com-
fortable office of the firm of Deering
& Decring, lawyers. She looked
timidly at Mr. Deering. Mr. Deering
looked critically at her
portly old gentleman, with fresh
complexion, snow-white hair, black
clothes, and exquisitely mameured
hands. Hesaw a fair, girlish face, s
yonthful form. demurely gowned in
smoke-blue cloth, and gloved hands
whiceh tightly held the morning paper,
in which his advertisement for a

stenographer and typewriter hod ap-

peared.

“Gond morning, Mres.—ah,” consult-
ing the card he held, “Glover.
you take a seat?”

*I eame in answer to your adver-

tisement,” she bagan,

“Yes—ves, Precisely! It was a
pet word of his—precisely. *What
expericnce hkove you had, Mrs

Glover?”

1 worked three vears for the firm
of Lowndes & Winthrop, 1 left them
o vear ago 1o be married.”

“You lave a letter from them, I
presume,” regarding her with in-
creased attention,

“Yes: they offered me one at the
time I left. I hardly know why I
keptit for until a week ago I did not
think I shonld ever present it 1
have personal references, also”

Sbe drew several pupers from a
little leather hand-bag, and passed
them over to him. e took them from
ter and glanced through them.  The
letter from Lowndes & Winthrop was
flatteringly eulogistic. 'The names
she offersd of persons who econld in-
dorse her personally, were ones well
and honorably known. '

“These are satisfactory,”
nounced Mr. Deering.
give me a practical illustration of your
skill. Permit me to dictate a letter.”

Mrs. Glover took the paper and pen-
cil he extended, removed her gloves,
and rapidly filled the page with hier-
oglyphics. This page she carried over
to a convenient tvpewriter, and 8
minute or two later brough* him back
his letter neatly printed. lle glanced
over it.

“Precisely, Consider yourself en-
gaged, Mrs, Glover. The salary is
fifteen dollars a week, Ycu are a
widow, 1 infer 2"

Her sensitive face flamed scarlet.

“No0,” she nuswered in a low voice,
“] am not.”

Hosmer Deering was nounplused for
au instant. Then, *“Divorced?”
ventured,

“No. sir.”

an-

She vouchsafed no further informa- |

tlon. A brief, embarrassing silence
followed,

ie rose and opened the door for her.

wshall we,” he asked, *‘expect you
to-morrow?”’

»At any time you desire, sir.”

“Precisely. To-morrow, then,
half-past eight.”

Promptly at half-past cight, on the
following morning, Mrs. Glover ap-
peared, Day after day she came,
pever late; always kind, ready, polite,

at

1 ey
4 WAS NOT A DREAM, DARLING.”
eapable and retiriog. Summer
merged in fall, fall in winter, winter
melted into spring, and still she came,
and was gentle and uncomplaining,
under any pressure of work, and in
every kind of weather. The members
and sabordinates of the firm of Deer-
ing & Deering fully approciated her
sdmirable qualities, but none of them
kpew more of her real life and history
“when she had been there almost s year
than they had known when she came.
Indeed, so much confidence had the
firm in that they

appli- |

She saw o |

will |

“Now, please |

he |

spoke quite freely in her presance ol
eases they would have voncealed from
an ordinary employee. And so it
happened that ome dav, the boy
brought into the private room of
Deering & Deering the pame of a man
who waited withoot.

“Admit him!” commanded Renja-
min Deering. who wus the extreme

mer, being small, slender, pale, and
| emaciated.

Mrs. Glover, heard the name of the
visitor, und, visibly agitated, arose.

“You will pardon we, Mr. Deering,
if I take my work into the next room?”

“No, no!" he replied kindly, but ob-
| tusely: *“Not atall.
hindrance to our conversation, I us
sure you.

He had quite failed to suspect that
| it wus on h-r own account she wished
to retire. She was about to speak
again, when the door opened.
| oo late! Well, he had met her so

seldom he might not recognize her.
! She turned hurriedly to her work.
| She bent over it, resolutely keeping
| lier back to the two men.

“Awfully glad to see you, Hrandt
exclaimed Benjamin Decring.

“You look well!” langhed the other,
cordially.

The men shook hands heartily, and
launched into a conversation so purely
personal that it evidenced warim in-
timacy, Neither paid any attention to
the stooped, busy little crenture in
the corner.
| Suddenly a theill ran throngh her,
yand the fingers holding the pencil
tightened fiercely, The new comer
bad spoken a name fumiliar to her.

“Dudley Parkham — yes. I don't
think von knew him. Queer, too, see-
ling you both were such clos: friends
lof mine. A ecapital fellow, Dudley.

One of those keen. quiet. enltuved, de-

lightful men who have ideas a little

loftier than the vest of ns, He (did

not fall in love with every pretty
foace he came across, as T always did.
| He vsed to say the woman he married
{ should be better. and nobler,
| sweeter  than all other women.
Finally he met her. He marvied her.
It was after that—u year after that,
that there came the tragedy.”

“The tragedy?”

Well, that may be too intense a
word to use. At all events, the de-
livious domestie life of which he had
dreamed, and which was just then be-
ing fully realized, wasall at onea bro-
ken up. His wife had left him. He
would not sell out his pretty home,
| built and furnished for the woman he
loved. So he puta care-taker in charge
of the honse. Ie had some reason to
suppose that his wife had gone out to
lowa, where she had relatives, lle
began & search for her. She had
friends in San Franeisco aud New
| York. He has searched both cities,
| but has done it all as quietly as posz-

and

sible, so strongly did he dread noto- |

riety. Ilis search was all in vain.”

“Why did his wife leave him?"

‘Oh, they had & quarrel—the most
absurd and childish thing imaginable.
She went to the matinee with a
woman of whom he disapproved. She

| resented his advice in the matter, and
declared she would choose her own
friends, and that, perhaps, as they
| eonld not agree on such a simple mat-
| ter, they conld not agree atall, and
i had better part. One word led to
another and——"
| "It ended as vou have told me."
. “Itisn’t ended yet, Deering. That
| is why I'm here, telling you all this
| riggmarole about my friend. His
| long endeavor, anxiety, failurs, men-
tul distress, have brought on a heavy
and probably fatal sickness, He lies
at his own home—such & desvlate
home, Deering!—sick unto death.
There is no one to wait on him save
that stupid old care-taker. Where
can I find the nurse you had when
vou were so ill a year and a half ago?
You said she was efficient. I would
like to engage her for poor Dudley.™

Benjamin Deering looked troubled,

“] cannot tell you just where to
| find her. T'm going home in half an
hour, however, and I'll have my wife
send her word, She will be sure to
know. Leave me the address, will
you?'

Hardly had the door closed behind
Brandt Andrews when Mrs. Glover
sprang to her feet, darted across the
room, and confronted astonished Mr.
Deering, white-faced and tearful-
eyed.

“You must get some one to take my
place—soon, now! Never mind that
other nurse. [ must go to tend Dud-
ley Parkham. Please—please, let me
go as soon as you can!"

Hesmer Deering had just entered.
The cousins regarded her in amaze-
ment.

“Oh, you don't understand!” she
eried. “Iam his wife. I must go to
him!"

Hosmer Deering had not heard a
| word of the story that was told to
Benjamin Daering, but her sorrow,
her tears, her piteous entreaty were
quite enough for him.

“Go, of conurse, my dear," he said.
“We're not rushed with work at pres-
ent. We'll hold your place two weeks
for you. Let us hear from you."

“Oh, how good you are,"” the sweel,
quivering lips managed to say. The
next minute she donned her hat and
cont, ran down the staivs, noi being
willing to walt for the elevator, and

physical opposite of his ceusin Hos |

ook a car whnich would bring her
near her forsaken home. Everything
therein was exactly as she had left it
(Cleanliness and order there were
thronghout the room, bat nowhere
warmth, or fragrance, or the inde-
seribable coziness which pervades an
ideal home, [Its loncliness was unat-
terably pathetie

When Dudley Parkman's familiar

| friend. Brandt Andrews, let himsell
| in with a latch key, 2n hour later, he

You shall be no |

pausad in the
puzzled.

I smell lilacs.” he
been Lringing lilaes hore? And a fire
in the grate—cheerful that, to be
sure! And that voice like velvet—it

hall, feeling oddly

said. *Who's

| pever is old Mrs, Collamden's!™”

When he went into the sick room a
slim little fizure rose from bLeside the
bed, and came forward to meet him.

“He is delirions. He does not know
me. Of course you remember me, Mr.
Andrews?”

“You are Dudley’s wife, I believe?”

“Yes "

The following day =he sent a note
of resignation to the firm of Deering
& Deering.  Bat she did not po down
town until after the fever had broken
up on the twenty-first day.

That night she was sitting leside
Ler husband, as she had sat, taking
but brief time for rest, through many
weary nights and days, Suddenly he
glanced around with an expression of
intelligence. She drew back, Tha
invalid fixed his eyves on his friend,
who looked engerly down upon him*

“Do you know, Brandt, I've been
having the queerest hallucinations. 1
thought that Vera was here, waiting
on me, nursing me. " very weakly,
“have been so happy that I hawdly
cave to face the swretched reality of
my 'iiév again,”

Anflrews signaled the nervous little
wife to be silent. Thelr patient counld
bear no shoek just yet, not even one
of joy.

But. a few days later, Vera smiled
down on him when he awolke.

“It was not & dream. darling,” she
whispered. “I have been here all the
time."

“Love,” he
forgive my tyranny

+Hush!® she said, and kissed him,
“1 was so unreasonable!”

* % Ly * L

When one day Mrs. Parkman, rosy,
prettier than ever, stylishly attired,
and most childishly happy, ran in to
pay her former employers a brief, ex-
plinatory visit, the senior member of
the firm nodded repeatedly and
beamed at her over his glasses.

*\We miss you—oh, nodonbt of that!
But if you and your husband are back
in Arcadia—well, well—it is for the
best—precisely!™

Partridge and Blacksoako,

While a Pennsyivania farmer. was
passing through & wood early in the
summer, a hen partridge fell flutter-
ing at his feet. Thinking the bird
might be blind, he stooped to pick
her up, but she could see well
enough, for when he was about to
grasp her, she flew towards the
bushes she had just left. Avrrived
there she looked back again, and
presently ran up to the farmer once
more, clucking constantly and with
her wings down. Asthe man walked
on a little she Hew ahead as if to
guide him always returning when
she found he was not moving in the
desired direction. By little and lit-
tle she drew him to a tree, near the
root of which he saw a nest full of
eggs, and a black snake in the act of
swallowing one of them. The cause

muarmured, "‘ean

i

you

[ 2 *

| of the partridge’s distress was now

clear,and the farmer took up a stick
and slew the snake. When she per-
ceived the :nake was dead she  stop-
ped her noise and hid in the bushes.
The farmer then went away, but half
an hour Iaster came quietly near
enough to the tree to see tho par-
tridge contentedly sitting on her
nest. :

Not the Old Racket.

The susceptible young man had
asked the givl to be his wife.

«] am wvery sorvy,” she said.
swyery, very soriy; but it can never
be. Ican be a sis—"

His face grew hard.

“Let up on that, will you. please?"
he growled. “It’s bud enouga for a
fellow to be rejected, without having
that sister racket fired at him."

«I bag pardon,” she smiled coldly,
«] had not intended anything of the
sort. What I was about to say was
that I would be a sister-in-law to
you. For lurther partienlars consult
your good-looking brother. Good
morning."

Liplomatic Heticence.

The social reformer was paying a
-risit to the convicts in the peniten-
tiary and asking them various gues:
tions.

“wAnd what are you, doing here my
friend”™ he said to a good looking
man in the shoe shop.

“Making shoes." was the reply
that discouraged any further inqui.
sition in that direction.

Both Boys

Teacher — Now, Wilile, suppose
you were to hand & playmate your
last applo to take & portion of-—
wouldn't you tell him to take the
larger plece? Willle—No, mum!
«“You wouldn't? Why®™  «Cos,
‘twouldn't be necessary,—Cleveland
Plain Dnaler,

@he Fouschold,

E Pluribos Unum
Tho' many and bright are the stars that

Iw
In that Bag, by our country unfurl'd;
And the st that are ';'3;:11.:. in ms
jesty there
Like a rainbow sdorning the world:
There light is unsullied, as those in the =ky,
Eg a deed that our fathers buve done:
And they're leagued in as true and as boly

a tie,
In their motto of ‘‘Many o one.”

From the hour when those patriots fear-
lessly nnni
That baoner of starlight abroad,
Ever true to themselves, to that motto they

clun
As thwf:lnugtn the promise of God:
! By the bayonet traced st the midnight of

War.
On the fislds whaere ourﬂ: was won.
perish the heart or the ?th-t would

mar
Our motto of *“‘Many in one.”
Mid thesmoke of the contest—the cannon's

i deep roar
How oft it bas gatbered renown;
| While those stars were reflected in rivers of

gore,
When the Cross end the Lion wentdown;
. And tho' few were the lights in the gloom
of that bour,
Tet the hearts that were striking below
Hod God for their bulwark, and trath for
their power,
And they stopped not to nnmber thefos.

o0

From wher:h our green mountain tops blend

o sky,
And the glant St. Lawrence {3 rolled,
To thelwam where the Lalmy Hesperides

Lie,
Like the dream of some prophet of old,
They conquer'd and dying, bequeath'd to
our care,
Not this boundless dominion alone,
But thtzt blinner where lovelingss ballows
e air,

Aund their motto of “Alany in one.”

We are “Many in one” while there glitters
a star
In the blue of the heavens above:
And tyrants ehall queil 'mid their dun-
geons afar,
When they gaze on that motto of love.
It shall gleam o'er tha sea, 'mid the bolts
of the storm—
Over tempest and battle and wreck—
And flame where our guns with their
thunder grow warm.
'Neath the blood on the slippery deck.

The oppressed of the earth to that stand-
ard shall ﬂry.
Wherever its folds shall be spread;
And the exile shall feel 'tis his own native

sky
Where its stars shall float over bis head:
And those stars shall increase to the full-
ness of time
Its millions of cycles has run—
the world shall have welcomed Its
wiission sublime,
And the nations of earth shall be one.
Though the old Alleghany may tower to
eaven,

And the father of watera divide,
The links of our destiny cannot be riven
W bﬂ% the truth of those words shall

abide,
Then, O! let them glow on each belmet and
brand,
Tho’ our blood like our rivers should run:
Divide as we may in our own native land,
To the reat of the world we are one!

Then up with our flag! Let it stream on
the air!

Tho’ our fathers are cold in thelr graves,

They had hands that conld strike—they bad
souls that could dare--

And theri sons were not born to be

glaves,
Up, umth that banner! Where'er itmay

Qur millions shall rally around ;
And a nation of freemen that moment

all fall,
When its stars shall be trail'd on the
ground.
—Grores W. OvTrEs.

Is ScarpeEr FrEver Dvine Ovrr?-A
singular fact has been revealed by the
carefully kept death records in Eng-
land. This is a steady diminution in
the number of deaths from scarlet
fever, which fell from 14,277 in 1881 to
4,056 in 1891, No adequate explana-
tion has been offered. As contribut-
ing causes, however, Dr. William Ogle
finds (1) that the proportion of children
to the population materially declined
in the decade: (2) that the isolation of
the sick and other sanitary practices
became more general; ond (3) that in
some unknown way scarlet fever has
been gradually assuming a milder
form. The last conclusion is justified
by ample evidence. The part played
by sanitation has doubtless been of

have also been diminishing. Dr. Ogle,
feels assured that epidemics of scarlet
fever will not soon, if ever, again be
the scourge to infant life they have
been.—Ex.

Tmnrsty Basies.—It seems strange,
but trne it is, that there are yet in ex-
istence young mothers who never give
their young babiesa drink of water.
Water is as necessary to a child's well-
being as good food and its bath. Two
or three times a day the baby should
be given a drink of water, say a table-
spoonful, at regular intervals. Try
the little mite and see how he relishes
it. Furthermore it will, if given at
regular intervals, keep the bowels in
good order. The other day, by the
way, & prominent physician was called
in for a severe case of vomiting and
sore throat. He prescribed a table-
spoonful of water and one of milk to
be taken separately hour. His
patient laughed, but had the good
sense to obey, and sure enough, in a
few hours she was well enough to get
up and sttend to her work.

CARE OF WET Snoes.—There are few
things more disagreeable than to put
ons pair of stiff, brittle ahoes that
have been thrown aside to dry after &
rainy day. Here is_a_formuls
claims to eradicate the trouble:

some importance, as may be inferred |
from the fact that typhoid feverdeaths |

wipe off ge::tly with & soft cloth all
surface wet and mud; then, while still
wet, rub well with paraffine oil, using
flancel for the purpose. Set them aside
till partially dry, when s second trent-
ment with oil isadvisable. They may
then be deposited in a conveniently
warm place, where they .will ‘dry
, graduaily and thoroughly. Before
. appiying French kid dressing give them

& final rubbing with the flsamel still

slightly dampened with parsfine amd
the boots will be soft and flexible as
| pew kid and but very little aflecied by

How 7m0 Cook &X OLD 3

| 50 eminent a scientist as Prol W.

| tiew Williams thought it worth his

| while to experiment with this some-
what tough subject of gastronomie
contemplation, it may not be amiss to
profit by the result of his
He took a hen six years old but other-
wise in good condition and cooked it
slowly in water for four hours, then
let it stand in the water until the next
day, when it was roasted for about an
hour, basting frequently with some-of
the broth in which it was simmered.
It was then pronounced as tender and
fine flavored as & young chicken
roasted in the ordinary way, notwith-
standing the good broth obtained by
stewing.—Ex.

GRILLED MusEgooys.—Prepared in
this way the mushrooms must be large.
After washing and peeling, score the
tops with a knife and lay them for one
hour in a pickle of oil, salt, pepper and
lemon juice. Place them tops down
on a clo.ebarred gridiron and broil
over a clear, slow fire. Serve on tocst

| with = sauce made as follows: Chop
the stalks and pieces of mushrooms
that have broken in the washing and
stew in broth for ten minutes with a
little minced parsley and onion. Beat
be yelk of one egg withagill of
cream and add slowly to the sauee.
Stir the whole until hot without boil-
ing and pour it over the tosst.

STRING BEANS.—String, snap and
wash two guarts beans, boil in plenty
of water about fifteen minutes, drain
of and put on again inabout two
quarts boiling water; boil au bour

| and a half, and add salt and pepper
just before taking up, stirring in one
and & half tablespoonfuls of but-
ter rubbed into two tablespoonfuls
of flour and half a pint of sweet cream.
Or boil a piece of salted pork ome
hour, then add beans and 10il an hour
and a half. For shelled beans boil half

hour in water enough to cover and

| dress as above.

experiment. '\ ‘

2 "‘f-J

BAKED Musiaroous.—Toast for ench\ .

| person a large slice of bread and
spread over with rich sweet ecream;
lay on each slice, head downward, a
| mushroom, or if small, more than one
' season and fill each with as mvr
' cream as it will hold. Place over
a custard cup, pressing well dowr
the toast; set in a moderate oven :
cook fifteen minutes. Do not rem
| the cups for five minutes after {
i come from the oven, as thereby tu
| flavor of the mushroom is preserved
in its entirety.

CarrirLowesk —Tie up tha caulifiow-
erina coarse tarletan and boil in hot
water to which a little salt has been
added. Drain and lay in a deep dish

| with flower uppermost. Heat a tes-
cupfal of milk thickened with two

| tablespoonfuls of butter cut in pieces

| and rolled in flour: add pepper, salt
and the beaten white of an egg, boil

| up for a few seconds, strring briskly.

| Take from the fire; flavor with lemon

| and pour over the caulifiower, reserv-
ing about half the sauce for use at the
table

| Pamssi Parrrers—DBoil the parsnips, _‘;L

| and, when tender, take off the skin
and mash them fine; add a tablespoon-
ful of flour and a beaten egg; make
into small cakes with a spoon and put
into boiling hot lard or beef drippings
in a hot frying pan. When fried a deli-

| caté brown put on a dish with a little .

of the fat in which they were fried
| over them and serve hot.

ScALLoreDd CAvLIFLo wer —Boil ir
net, then clip into clusters and ¥
| stems downward, in & buttered
| dish. Beat a cup of bread er
| a soft paste with two tabl
of melted butter and fc
Season and whip inan
ter, pepper and salt th-
and pour the mixtare o
minutes, covered, ina’
brown.

HER REAL Ry
Mamie—I belleve in
Gertie—Then you 1
man should have a votc
Mamie—No; but I t
man should have a v
Bazar.

BAFE IN WER PoC
Burglar—Where do yo
money? Biggsby—Er—i
pocket of my wife's dress.
pal)—Come on, Pete; wer

B e

Sgm that your bre
vigorous and of goc

Tur hen that lays
woving around and &

| time.
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